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N Queftion was ftarted the other Day among 


the Members of our Society, What were 

the chief Marks of a great Mind ? We all 
gave our Opinions differently, according as we 
were led to think on a Subjeét fo fuddenly pro- 
posd, and which would admit of a Variety of 
Judgments. I coud not but be extremely pleas’d 
with what Sir Eusrace faid on this Occafion, 
that he thought one of the chief Signs of a great 
Mind was to. be capable of vecerving Adrice. This 


Capacity is fo rarely found, that we fee the great- 


eft Part of the World are agreed.upon the Matter, 
and fecm refoiv'd by Confent to play the Hypocrites 
with one another. ‘The Perfon that asks Advice 
very often means nothing by it, but to tell you 
what he has cither done already, or will certainly 
do. ‘The Giver of Advice 1s aware of this, and 
therefore repays one Cheat with another. Inftead 
of confidering the Matter propos’d, he is fifting 
his Friend, like a Fortune-teller, to get out of him 
proper Intelig-nce 5 and by that time he has dif- 
cover’d his Inclination, the Querift has anfwer’d 
himfelt. 

‘tris by Means of this Weaknefs in human Na- 
ture, continu’d Sir Eusracr, that Great Men are 
myd with Flarterers, and Princes with Favou- 
rites. ‘The latter, inftead of ftudying the Stite, 
find it 2 thorter Wavy to ftudy- the Paffions of the 
Prince they ferve. Such a Counfellor has little 
His Bufinefs 


iy waits, like 


(Price Three Half-pencé.) 
4 


I 


an Eccho, to hear his Prince fay, Iwill doit 5 and 


he imuicdiately rcplits, Do tt. 

This, fays Nep Freeman, is my Kinfman Tom 
Carel:{s’s Way of governing his Wite. She never 
takes the leaft Step without his Approbation. If 
fhe has a Mind to take the Air, to go to Cards, to 
fee a Play, vifit a Friend, or to Shut her felf u 


and fee no body, fhe never fails to ask his Opinion ' 


firft. Tom puts on a grave Face, and violently 
petfwades her to what he knows the is refolv’d on. 
She conitantly obeys him,. and he is by this means 
the mott abfolute Governour in the World. 


There is no Article in which we meet with more’ 


frequent Inflances of the Hypocrify of asking Ad- 
vice, than inthe Affair of Marriage. Mr. founson 
on this Occafion put us in mind of an humorous 


Scene of Moliere, in’ which this ts pleafantly ral-" 
lied: And as T fancy a flight Sketch of ‘it may’ be 


diverting to fuch of my Réaders as are not ac- 
quainted with the Original,’ and will at the fame 
time fully exprefs the Moral defign’d in’ this Pa- 

er, I fhall here give it, without the Strictnefs of 
a clofe T'ranflation. 


BuFrrce and FRANKLY meeting, 


Buff.) Dear Mr. Fraxk/y, you are weil met. f 
Was going to-look for you. . Fran.) Upon what 
Occafion, pray? - Buff.) You muft know I| have an 
Affair upon my Hands, a Matter, | affure you, ot 
Confequence 3 and it 1s always prudent upon fuch 
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Occafions to take the Advice of fome folid and 
judicious Friend. Fraw.} I’m oblig’d to you. Pray 
what isit? Beff] Pil tell you. But firft you fhall 
{wear not to flatter me. Don't imagine I am to 
be put off with a Compliment; Imuit have your 
real Opinion. Frav.| You fhall. Buf.) 1 know the 
Way of the World; Sincerity is fcarce. But I 
defpife the Man that calls himfelf my Friend, and 
_ will not {peak freely. Fran. ] Well, you are in 
the right. But to the Affair. Puff.] You promife 
me then upon the Faith of a Friend, that you'll 
be very fincere with me. frav.| [do. But your 
Affair? Leff] Why, what d’ye think if I fhould 
marry? Fran.) Who ? You marry? What my 
Friend Mr. Buffe marry? Ruff] Yes, [5 I my 
felf, in my own proper Perfon, your Friend and Ser- 
vant Seffrey Puffle. Fran.) 1 can’t tell. You mutt 
an{wer me a Queftion or two before I can advife 
you Inthe firft Place how old are you? Buff. J 
How old am 12— I don’t know—How old ?—Why 
what fignifies that? I am found, as you fee, and 
hearty. Troth, I can’t very well tell how old. 
Fran.| No? That's ftrange. Pray how old were 
‘ou when we were firft acquainted 2 Buff.| 1 don’t 
Sets. Twenty, I believe 5 I could not be more. 
Fran.) Ithink we were eight Years together at Rome. 
Puff.) Well. Fran. Seven Years I have heard you fay 
you were in France. Buff. Well. Fran.) How long did 
you flay afterwardsin Holland? Puff.\ Five Years and 
a half. Frax.]Do you remember inéwhat Year you 
came home to England? Buff. In the Year 1695. 
Fran.| From 1695 to 1713 is eighteen Years, I take 
it; and five Years in Holland is three and twenty. 
Seven in France makes thirty. Eight at Rome 1s 
thirty eight 5; and twenty, 1s fifty eight. So that 
by your own Account, Mr. Buffie, you muft be 
now about your fifty eighth or fifty ninth Year. 
Is not this true? Buff] True 2 No. It’s im- 
poffible. You are miftaken, Mr. Frankly 5 you are 
out in your Reckoning. Fran.| Pardon me, I’m not 
out in my Reckoning. Look you, Mr. Buffie, you 
have made me promife to be fincere with you 5 
and therefore in plain Terms, Marriage, in my 
Opinion, is not your Bufinefs. It is a Matter on 
which young People fhould think deliberately be- 
fore they enter upon it, and old ones not at all; 
and if it fometimes happens to be a Folly, how 
inexcufable would that Folly be at an Age in which 
we are expeéted to be wifer? Ifpeak my naked 
Thoughts: Marriage is honourable; but for a 
Man of your Years to think of marrying ! Come, 
come, youare wellas you are at prefent, and why 
will you venture a Change vee may prove for 















the worfe ? Buff] Hark you, Frank'y, Lam refoly’d 
to marry, d’ye ice. | have not told you vet who 
the dear Creature is: Look you, Sir, I fhall not 
be fo ridiculous as you imagine. Frav.] O that 
alters the Cale. You did not tell me that. Buff.) 
Such a Woman, Mr. Frank/y, {fo fine a Woman! 
In fhort, ] am in Love with her. Fran.) You pri 
in Love, you fay ? Buff.| Pofitively 5 and I have 
fettled Matters with her Father. Fran.) With her 
Father 2 Buff.| Mott certainly. You mut know 
we are to be marry'd to Morrow Morning, Fran.) 
O your humble Servant. Marry, marry by all 
Means. buff.) Why ay—I can’t do better I think. 
My Age, quotha 2 Why what fignifies my Age? { 
am no Cripple, you fee; [I can walk.” [ don't 
want either a Coach or a Chair. I have a Stomach 
like a Ploughman.— I defpife your young Dogs of 
thirty. Look in my Face, lam hale, frefh, and 
{trong 5 and have all my Teeth in my Head as 
found as a Blackamoor’s.—My Age quotha 2—Ha, 
Mr. Frankiy, what @you fay to me now? Fran.) 
Marry. Buff.) T wilt. You muft know I had once 
a great Averfion to Matrimony 3 but I have alterd 
my Opinion. I would be loth the Race of the Puffle 
fhould be loft. Frar.] O by no means, Buff.) Then 
rou advife me tomarry? Frav.| Advife you 2 You 
muft, you fhall marry 5 Pil never torgive you, ifyou 
don’t. You loofe Time ; difpatch your Affair 
as foon as poflible. Buff. | Is that your Opinion? 
Fran.\ Certainly. Beff.\ Dear Mr. Frankly, let me 
embrace you. Well, a faithful Friend is a Jewel. 
Fran.) One Word more. Pray who is to be the 
happy Lady 2? Buff.) Aiutra. Fran.) Arietta? 
What, the young, the bright, the gay Arietta? 
Duff.) The fame. Fran] Blefs me! What Trapwell’s 
fine Daughter? Buff. | Ay—Wh> t, you know her 2 
Ha, what do you fay to it, Mr. Frankly 2 Fran.) 
O marry, marry her by all Means. You'll be finely 
marry'd! Bzf.J D’ye think fo 2) Well, you've 
charm’d me. [ am infinite'y oblig’d to you for 
your Advice. Pray come to my Wedding. Fran.) 
1 will—The young, the gay, the beautiful Aiea! 
to Mr. Seffrcy Euffie, who is but fifty eight!— A 
moft agreeable Match! A delicious Match! Mr. 
Buffle, 1 kifs your Hands. Buff] Honeft Frankly, 
Fare thee well—Hark ye, be fure you don’t fai! to 
come— I don’t know how it happens, but all the 
World is merry that hears of this Match! I fhall 
be prodigioufly ret Well, I am now the moft 
fatisfy’d of Mortals ! 
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